THE IRON PUDDLER

Our home was a happy one, for we children
were fond of one another and all loved the
father and mother who worked so hard for
us. We were the first to realize that our
home was insecure, upheld by a single prop,
our father's labor. The breaking of his right
arm might have broken up our home. We
wanted to acquire property so that mother
would be safe. For we knew that God was
a just God. He did not ordain that one class
should labor and be insecure while another
class owned property and was safe. I learned
that the banker, the hotel keeper and the sta-
tion agent had all been poor boys like myself.
They started with nothing but their hands to
labor with. They had worked hard and saved
a part of their wages, and this had given them
"a start/* The hotel keeper had been a hack
driver. He slept in the haymow of a livery
stable. He had to meet the train that came
at two o'clock in the morning. No other man
was willing to have his sleep broken at such
an hour. He hated to lose the sleep, but he
wanted the money. At the end of four years
he had saved a thousand dollars. He wanted
to buy a hotel but needed more money. The
banker, knowing he was a stayer, lent him the
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